we should find what we really wanted. No. 8 was rather
a pleasant litde house; quite modern and with no preten-
sions to beauty, but it had one feature that we dearly loved.
From its sitting-room, when the church door was open, we
could look right through it up the nave and see the statue
of the Sacred Heart softly illumined in the darkness by the
votive candles that burned before it.
We secured the services of the admirable Mabel Bourne,
who had already worked for us at the cottage and who
followed our fortunes for seven years, and we went on
looking at every house that became available until at last
we found something which we felt to be worth while.
Of course we had aimed at perfection and did not find it;
from the first we knew that the house had obvious defects.
For one thing its situation was a drawback: in the High
Street plumb in the middle of all the shops. But it never-
theless had features that delighted us. It was one of the oldest
houses in the town and had once been part of the monastery
of Friars Heremite of St. Augustine. It was said to date
from the Fourteenth century and such parts of it as had al-
ready been restored to their original condition disclosed
timbers, in some instances, seventeen inches across. Most of
it had been vandalized in the time of Good Queen Anne
but our predecessors had begun the stripping and had re-
vealed enough to arouse our enthusiasm and our expecta-
tions. There was a long room with huge rafters and a fine
open grate which would be an ideal study for John, and
stripping had already uncovered a pre-Tudor fresco in the
bedroom that was to be mine. John bought the house for
me, we christened it 'The Black Boy*, arrayed ourselves in
boiler suits and there followed glorious weeks of discovery.
We hacked with fireaxes and even with pickaxes, we pulled
down ceilings upon our heads, we tore down walls and
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